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Suddenly she took the mother by the shoulders and
drew her close, looking deep into her eyes.
"Are you feeling shy?" she asked^
The mother smiled*
"After I blurted out that about the cigarette, how could
I help feeling shy? But just see,'* she added, without at-
tempting to hide her wonder, "I only came here yester-
day, but I feel as if it was my own house already—Pm
not afraid of anything, and I say whatever comes to my
mind...."
"That's exactly as it should he!" exclaimed Sophia.
"My head keeps going round and I don't know myself/'
resumed the mother. "There was a time when I had to
know a person through and through before I'd open my
heart to him, but now my heart's always open, and I say
things I never would have dreamed of saying before."
Sophia took another cigarette and turned the soft illum-
ination of her grey eyes on the mother's face.
"You say you'll see that he escapes. But how'll he go
on living—a runaway?" asked the mother, unburdening
her heart of this troublesome question.
"That won't be hard," answered Sophia, pouring her-
self out another cup of coffee. "He'll go on living like
dozens of other runaways. I just met one of them and
showed him where he was to live. He too is very much
needed. He was sentenced to five years, but he only spent
three and a half months in exile."
The mother looked at her for some time, then smiled.
"Looks as though that First of May had done some-
thing to me," she said softly, with a shake of her head.
"I can't seem to get my bearings—as if I was going down
two different roads at once. Sometimes I seem to under-
stand everything,-then again everything's all in a fog.
Take you, for instance—a gentlewoman, going in for this
work	You know my Pavel and speak well of him, and
I thank you for that."
"It's you who deserves the thanks," laughed Sophia.

